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TO THE READER 

1/ I N D L y use this book very 
carefully. If the book is 
disfigured or marked or written on 
while in your possession the book will 
have to be replaced by a new copy 
or paid for. In case the book be a 
volume of set of which single volumes 
are not available the price of the 
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PREFACE 


In the absence of a reliable text of MirabaFs songs, 
all translations of them must be regarded as tentative. 
I have drawn my text from Mirabat ki Shabdorvali pub¬ 
lished by the Belvedere Press of Allahabad. This edi¬ 
tion, in my opinion, is, comparatively speaking, more 
dependable than others. 

My thanks are due to my friends Sriyut Dhirendra 
Varma, M.A., Head of the Hindi Department, Alla¬ 
habad University and Pandit Parashu Ram Chaturvedi, 
M.A., LL.B., of Ballia, for removing several ambiguities 
of the text. I have, however, left out from translation 
a few lines, which in the original were not quite clear 
to me. 

I am further grateful to Dr. P. E. Dastoor of the 
English Department of the Allahabad University for 
very kindly revising the translation and suggesting many 
improvements. 

R. C. T. 


The Hindustani Academy, (U.P.) 

ALLAHABAD 

September 18, 1934 
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INTRODUCTION 


The name of Mirabai is a household word through¬ 
out Northern India. Gujerat, Rajasthan and Hindus¬ 
tan alike claim her for their respective literatures. Her 
songs are cherished equally by the recluse and the 
domestic, the scholar and the man in the street. 
Amongst Indian devotees she takes a high rank and 
hnds mention in the of N^abhadas as well as 

the Bhaktanamavali of Dhruvadas, 

Our knowledge of Mirabai*s life is, however, deplo¬ 
rably scant. Even the main facts of her biography 
have not been stated without controversy. The dates 
of her birth, marriage and death, the very names of her 
parents and husband have been subjects of difference 
amongst those who have written about her. The avail¬ 
able texts of her songs are of doubtful genuineness and 
autobiographical references in them not too many. On 
the other hand we find current numerous legends about 
her life which cause a great strain on our credulity and, 
if anything, confuse us in the construction of a histori¬ 
cal picture of this illustrious songstress. It is due main¬ 
ly to the patient researches of the more recent scholars 
of Rajput history, notably Gaurishankar H. Ojha and 
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Piarbilas Sharda, that clouds have begun to be lifted and 
we are able to obtain the barest skeleton of a much 
needed biography. 

Mirabai was born about the year 15 04 A.D. tier 
father Rana Ratan Singh was the younger of the two 
sons of Rao Dudaji, who had wrested Merta from the 
Muslims in 1461, and had thus carved out a principality 
for himself. Rao Dudaji was the fourth son of the 
famous Rao Jodhaji Rathor, the founder of Jodhpur. 
The birth-place of Mirabai is said to be Chaukari, one 
of the twelve villages constituting her father^s jagir un¬ 
der the Merta chief. The early life of the princess was 
passed at Chaukari, where the charge of the child fell 
mostly on her mother: Rana Ratan Singh, the father, 
being a restless fighter, most of his time was spent on 
the battlefields. 

Mirabai was not destined to enjoy her mother’s 
affections for long. While she was yet a small child, 
her mother died and she was called away to Merta by 
her grandfather. Here under the fostering care of Rao 
Dudaji she grew up into happy girlhood and her edu¬ 
cation was properly looked after. She seems to have 
received instruction in music as well as letters and above 
all to have imbibed the atmosphere and traditions of a 
truly Vaishnava household. But Rao Dudaji also died, 
in 1515, and now the charge of the young princess de¬ 
volved on Ratan Singh’s elder brother Rao Viram Deo, 
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who succeeded to his father’s principality. It was Rao 
Viram Deo, who, about the year 1516, arranged for the 
marriage of the princess with Prince Bhoj Raj, son of 
the far-famed Rana Sanga of Chitor. 

Mirabai’s married life did not last over long years. 
Her husband died within the life-time of his father. 
Mirabai’s father also died in 1527, fighting the battle 
of Khanwa against Babur. Not long after, her father- 
in-law Rana Sanga followed Ratan Singh to the grave, 
being broken by the defeat inflicted by Babur. Mira¬ 
bai’s young life was thus overwhelmed by a succession 
of bereavements. Before she was quite twenty-four she 
had mourned the loss of her mother, grandfather, hus¬ 
band, father and father-in-law. 

Mirabai’s conjugal life had been happy while it had 
lasted. There is nothing to indicate any loss of love 
between her and her husband- She had had opportu¬ 
nities to further cultivate her love of music for which 
the house of Chitor was justly renowned and though 
this house was Shaiva in its form of worship, no objec¬ 
tion appears to have been taken to Mirabai’s worship of 
the Vaishnava god. Mirabai however seems to have 
shown herself as a self-willed princess and probably 
came, later on, to be regarded by the ladies of her hus¬ 
band’s family as ill-omened due to the several bereave¬ 
ments above-mentioned. 

The tragedy of young widowhood must have caus- 
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ed the deepest searching of the heart to an emotional 
nature like Mirabai’s. As a girl she had learnt to otfer 
her devotion to the idol of Giridhar Lai. She now 
emerged from her introspection with a revivified love 
for the deity, a love verging on strong passion and even 
ecstasy. As years passed on, her suppressed sex found 
its sublimation in song. Always used to have her own 
way in life, she began to discard the strictures imposed 
by convention on the women of a royal household. 
At first with less freedom but later with utter disre¬ 
gard of family opinion, she allowed interviews to sadhus, 
held discussions with them and publicly performed 
kirtan in the temple of Giridhar Lai. This aroused on 
the one hand the resentment of her people and on the 
other spread her fame, far and wide, for a royal devotee 
even in those days was a rare person, 

Rana Ratan Singh who had succeeded Rana Sanga 
to the gaddi appears to have paid to Mirabai the defer¬ 
ence due to an cider sister. It may be that Mirabai had 
shown herself less free in his time. But serious objec¬ 
tion to her manner of living was taken by Ratan Singh’s 
successor Vikramajit, who not only subjected her to 
many hardships but is said to have even attempted on 
her life. Nothing daunted, Mirabai pursued her course 
of life. 

Stories of Mirabai’s maltreatment had, however, 
reached her uncle and Rao Viram Deo proposed to re- 
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call her to Merta. To this proposal Vikramajit made 
no objection. But misfortune still followed Mirabai*s 
footsteps and she could not remain at peace even at 
Merta. Rao Maldeo of Jodhpur deprived Viram Deo 
of Merta in 1538. Somewhat earlier, at Chitor, a revo¬ 
lution had taken place, Vikramajit had been murdered, 
and his throne usurped by Banbir. This double mis¬ 
fortune made Mirabai decide to go on a pilgrimage, and 
having visited Vrindaban, Mathura and other places she 
went over to Dwaraka where she spent her days in per¬ 
forming kirtan in the temple of Sri Ranchodji. 

The troubles, both at Chitor and Merta, were not of 
long duration. Rana Udai Singh, the younger brother 
of Vikramajit defeated Banbir in 1540 and recovered 
his ancestral throne. Three years later, Rao Viram Deo 
also succeeded in recapturing his principality of Merta. 
Invitations went forth, both from Chitor and Merta, 
asking Mirabai to return home. In 1545, Viram Deo 
died and his successor Rao Jaimal, who was a great 
Vaishnava, pressed this invitation with renewed zeal. 
But Mirabai had taken her decision to remain at 
Dwaraka to the end of her days. Here she died about 
15 50. 

In addition to her songs Mirabai has been credited 
with the authorship of Narsiji k.a }Aaira, a commentary 
on Gita Govinda and Kag Govinda. The last two have 
not been discovered. 
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Mirabai’s life, while she lived, inspired countless 
devotees she came into contact with, as her songs have 
not ceased to inspire them down to our own days. Here 
was a woman whose life burnt itself into one white 
flame of devotion and who might have said, in the 
words of Coventry Patmore, * I go with a perpetual 
heartache.* 
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I 

Sing thou, O heart, of the lotus feet of the Eternal 
One. 

Whatever there is seen between this earth and the 
sky—all this will perish. 

Be not vain of this body; to dust will it come down. 

What is the profit of going on pilgrimages and 

keeping fasts and laying down one’s life in 
Kashi? 

And how does it profit to put on the saffron robe 
and leave thine home to become a recluse? 

If thou turn a recluse, knowing not the secret of 
self-realisation, to this same life thou wilt 
return. 

In thy home the Real abides; yet thou seest not, 
wandering recklessly in the forests. 

With folded hands, I, a woman supplicate: 'Lord, 
I am Thy maid-servant. 

Save me from the noose of Death, O Mira’s Lord, 
Giridhar Nagar!’ 
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II 


Short is this life, O evil Man; why dost thou not 
utter the name of Rama? 

Thy father and mother have given thee birth: the 
Creator hath bestowed on thee thy Destiny* 

What hast thou eaten, what spent; and what good 
hast thou done to others? 

Thy deeds of charity will journey along with thee 
for thy benefit into the world beyond; nothing 
else will go with thee. 

Giridhar Nagar is the Lord of Mira. Singing of 
Him thou wilt wade the sea of existence. 
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Ill 


Thou art blest with a human birth; this happens 
not again and again. 

Here is thy chance of acquiring knowledge, sing¬ 
ing with thy mouth the name of Rama. 

I have found the true Teacher and recognised him 
well—through him I shall reach Brahma. 

By the Teacher’s aid even a blind man is able to 
drink the nectar; he who is without a teacher 
goes athirst. 

My mind has reached its ecstasy of bliss, singing of 
the praises of Govinda. 

I have found the Lord who alone was in the begin¬ 
ning, though Himself beginningless: else I 
would have gone to perdition. 

I have faith in Thee alone, says Mira. Before 
others I feel cowed. 
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IV 


Touch thou Hari’s feet, O heart. 

Beautiful and soft and cool like the lotus are these 
feet: the threefold fire do they appease. 

The touch of these feet bestowed on Prahlad the 
seat of Indra. 

In the shelter of these feet, Dhruwa obtained his 
eternal rest. 

With these feet the playmate of the gopis subdued 
the serpent Kaliya. 

Touching these feet the wife of Gautam was saved- 

Standing on these feet did the Lord lift the mount 
Govardhana and thus quell the pride of Indra. 

Mira is Thy maid-servant. Lord Giridhar—O Thou 
who art unfathomable and the Saviour of the 
sinful. 
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V 


O friend, I am mad with love, no one knows my 
anguish. 

There on the cross lies my bed: how shall I sleep? 

The bed of the Dear One is in the sky: how shall 
I meet Him? 

Only he who has experienced a wound can under¬ 
stand the condition of the wounded one—or 
else he can understand who has caused it. 

Only the jeweller can know the jeweller’s art—or 
else he can know who has possessed the jewel. 

Smitten with pain, I roam about in the forests. 
Physician have I found none. 

The pain of Adira will be healed, O Lord, only when 
her Beloved is the physician. 
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VI 

The whole night I cannot sleep: O when shall 
it be daybreak! 

I was startled in my dream and became unconscious: 
the moonlight no more pleases me. 

I am restless, restless. WTaen wilt Thou meet me 
O beneficent Lord. 

In my madness have I discarded all thought of this 
body. No one understands me or my condi¬ 
tion. 

Mira says, only he knows who has suffered. Life 
and death are in His hands. 
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VII 


My eyes have grown fond of Him, ever since my 
Lord let me behold Him. 

His sweet face has captivated my heart: it has gone 
deep into my bosom. 

How shall I live on without the Dear One who is 
the very root of my life’s plant? 

O! Long have I been awaiting Thy return, stand¬ 
ing in my house. 

Mira has sold herself to the Lord. The world 
imagines she has gone astray. 
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VIII 


I am true to my Master, 

Why should I feel abashed, O comrade, now that 
I have danced in public? 

All day I feel no hunger, nor find any rest: at 
night my sleep is gone. 

The secret arrow of love has pierced my heart and 
has come out on the other side. 

My family and kin have swarmed round me like 
the bees. 

But Mira is the servant of Lord Giridhar. The 
ridicule of the world has lost its sting for me. 
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DC 


O such a Dear One we should not let go away! 

Come, O friends, let us join to detain him and 
drink of the sweetness of his eyes. 

Beautiful and dusk-coloured is my Shyam. The 
sight of his face is life-giving. 

Whatsoever guise He is pleased to find us in, that 
guise let us put on. 

For he is really fortunate who is able to please 
Giridhar, Mira’s Lord. 
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X 


How is devotion feasible thixs? 

While the heart within remains polluted, I have 
bathed my forehead and put on a mark. 

My cruel desires have bound me down, like a dog 
with the string of temptation. 

Heinous Anger dwells in my bosom. How then is 
Gopal to be found? 

The senses are like a greedy cat that is fed; and 
yet grows lean because of more hunger. The 
name of Rama it cannot utter. 

Man worships his own self and feels elated beyond 
measure. 

His pride rises like so many little mounds—say 
where can water find a stay? 

Deception is not possible with Him who knows 
the very secrets of thy heart. 

The name of Hari does not inspire thy heart—yet 
thou tellest thy beads, calling out with thy 
lips. 

Make thy friendship with Hari, who is thy well- 
wisher, abandoning all hopes from the world. 

Mira is Thy maid-servant, O Lord Giridhar. Make 
Thou her renunciation easy for her. 
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XI 

How can the bond between Thee and me be 
severed? 

Like diamond that is beaten on the anvil do I suffer 
for Thee: 

As gold mixes with borax so have our hearts mixed. 

Like the lotus-stem that dwells in water do I dwell 
in Thee. 

Like the meeting of the chakora with the moon is 
my meeting with Thee, 

O Kunjbihari, live Thou with me as Giridhar, the 
Lord of Mira. 
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XII 


O Shyam, I am afflicted with Thy love. 

By the grace of the Teacher, have I found Thee. 
So is my folly driven away from me. 

Of this body I will make the lamp and of my min d 
the wick: 


^^ith the oil of love will I fill it and tend its flame 
day and night. 

Wisdom shall be the parting of my hair, and under¬ 
standing its ornament. 

O dusk-faced One, for Thy sake will I sacrifice 
my wealth and my youth. 

Many-coloured is this bed and diverse are the 
flowers spread over it. 

I await the coming of Shyam. To this day He has 
not come. 


The months of shravan and bhadon have come and 
with them the rainy season has set in. 

The brows, like dense clouds gathered in the sky, 
send down the tear-drops like rain. 

Unto Thy care did my parents entrust me. Thou 
knowest best what is for my good. 

No other Master will I dote on excepting Thee. 

Thou art the perfect Brahma, O Lord. O let me 
share Thy seat! 

Make Mira Thine own, O Lord: she is bewildered 
in her separation from Thee. 
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XIII 


O comrade, my modesty has been my undoing. 

Why did I not run away with my Gopal? 

Cruel and hard-hearted Akrur came in his new 
chariot. 

And carried away Gopal, while I stood wringing 
my hands in despair. 

Hard is the bosom that can support the separation 
from Shyam. My body is feverish with the 
anguish of separation. 

O why did not my heart burst with sorrow? Mira 
is Thy slave. Lord Giridhar. 
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XIV 

The Lord Giridhar has taken His abode in my 
heart, 

A crown of peacock feathers on His head, wrapped 
in a yellow garment and with a garland of 
vai]ayanti round His neck; 

The darling of Yasumati roves with the cows. 

On the banks of the river Jamuna, Lord Krishna 
grazes His kine. 

And in the shade of the kadavtba trees He plays 
His favourite flute. 

The milkmaidens come to the door of Yasumati; 

And say, 'Manage your spoilt child. He teases us 
so!’ 

With the gopis of Brindaban He joins in play. 

My Lord Yadunath captures the hearts of men, 
saints and gods alike. 

O Giridhar, Lord of Mira, listen to me attentively. 

I am hungry for the sight of Thee: nothing pleases 

me. 


XV 

O friend, I have dyed myself in the colour of 
Giridhar’s love. 

Have my bodice dipped in the five colours for I 
am going to the dance. 

There in the dance my Master shall meet me— 
taking off His mask. 

The moon will perish, the sun will perish and 
likewise will perish the earth and sky. 

Wind and water will also perish—the Indestructible 
will remain immute. 

Of constant musing make thou the lamp, place the 
wick of the mind in it. 

From the shop of love bring oil, so the lamp may 
give light day and night. 

To them whose dear ones live in distant lands, the 
dear ones send written missives; 

But my Dear One lives within my own heart—I 
have not to come or go anywhere. 

My friends are intoxicated having drunk wine; I 
am intoxicated without it. 

For I have drunk the wine of Love. So I wander 
surfeited day and night. 

With my mother and my mother-in-law I no more 
dwell the word of the true Teacher is my 
constant companion. 

This house does not belong either to thee or to me. 
Mira has dyed herself in the love of Hari. 
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XVI 


There is no one to stop me. Mira departs in her 
ecstasy. 

All modesty and shyness and family propriety have 
I discarded. 


Thoughts of honour and dishonour have I alike 

flung away—for I am out on the road of 
knowledge. 

High is my balcony and red its door; and there is 
spread within the bed of the Attributeless. 

Trappings of fine colour gaily decorate it, and 
flowers and buds are spread. 

Bangles and bracelets adorn me and the parting of 
my hair is tinted with red pigment. 

Carrying the plate of Devotion on my palms, I 
look so beautiful! 

On the bed of Bliss would Mira sleep. Today is 
the auspicious hour of her meeting with the 

Lord. 


Go thou O Rana to thine home: between us there 
can be no understanding. 



XVII 


My mind is fixed on the great Abode: it flies from 
the desires of the world. 

It is not of a shallow pool that I have any thought 
—who goes to a little puddle for water? 

Nor do I have any concern with the Ganga and 
the Jamuna. Straight I go to the ocean. 

With the intermediaries I have no business, I 
shall petition the King directly, 

I deal not in glass or lead or in iron which only 
makes a heavy load. 

Nor do I deal in silver and gold—I am a dealer 
in diamonds. 

O it is my great fortune that the Ocean has be¬ 
friended me. 

Who will give up the nectar-cup for a bitter 
drink? 

The Lord granted His acquaintance to Pipa—a 
great treasure He unfolded unto him. 

The Lord of Mira is Giridhar Nagar; she has 
wedded the Lord Himself. 
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XVIII 


Depart not, O Yogi, depart not, depart not. I 
who am thy disciple supplicate thee. 

Strange is the path of Love and Devotion: initiate 
me into it before thou goest. 

I shall raise for myself a funeral pyre of agar and 
sandalwood; set fire to it with thine own hands 
before thou departest. 

And when I am burnt down to ashes, with these 
smear thou thy body before thou goest. 

Mira says: *Let my light blend with Thine, O Lord 
Giridhar.* 
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XIX 

My heart is stabbed with the dagger of love, of 
love, of love. 

I had gone to fetch water from the river Jamuna, 
with the golden pitcher on my head- 

Hari bound me with a slender thread. I go 
whither He pulls me by the string. 

O Mira’s Lord, Giridhar Nagar, so beautiful is Thy 
dusky face! 
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Friend, I have lost my sleep. 

The whole night have I passed in waiting for the 
Beloved. 

The comrades offered me their counsels, but to 
none did I pay any heed. 

Without a sight of Him my heart is uneasy—so 
obstinate is my heart! 

My body is emaciated: I am without peace, and 

dear, O dear’ is constantly on my lips. 

The anguish of separation burns within me, yet 
He knoweth it not. 

Like a chatak crying for the shower, like a fish 
without water, 

Mira is restless in her separation from the Beloved 
—so lost to herself is she! 
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Mine eyes ache without a sight of Thee. 

Since Thou hast left me, my Lord, never have I 
found any rest. 

My bosom thrills at every sound. Thy voice was 
so sweet! 

I have fixed my sight on Thy path and await Thy 
return. The night seems as long as if it were 
six months. 

O to whom shall I speak of my painful separation, 
my friend? I feel as if a saw were passing 
over my heart. 

When wilt Thou meet me, O Lord of Mira, who 
art the Giver of joy and the Dispeller of 
sorrow? 
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O friend, all the world sleeps: I, the desolate one, 
sit awake. 

There is one like me, who sitting in her palace of 
pleasure, strings together a necklace of pearls. 

Of another one I know also, who weaves a garland 
of tears. 

The whole night I pass counting the stars: when 
shall the hour of joy arrive? 

The Lord of Mira is Giridhar T*^agar: it is by meet¬ 
ing Him that my anguish will be calmed. 
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XXIII 


No one can turn me from my ways. 

Listen to me attentively, my friends, I will tell you 
what is in my heart. 

Living in the company of saints, I derive pleasure 
from the name of Hari. From the world I 
live apart. 

Let my wealth and body be given up: better even 
let my head be sacrificed. 

My mind is fixed in devotion on my Lord: all 
taunts shall I bear. 

Mira says: *Giridhar Nagar is my Lord. I shall 
dwell in the protection of the true Teacher.^ 
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XXIV 


Mine is Giridhar Gopal, none else. 

He on whose head is the crown of peacock feathers. 
He is my Lord. 

Father, mother, brother and kin, none are mine. 

I have flung aside the pride of my family. What 
care I for any one? 

Living in the company of saints, I have lost all 
worldly shame. 

I have torn my veil of many hues, and covered 
myself with coarse thread. 

Pearls and corals have I cast aside to put on a 
garland of forest weeds. 

W^ith my tears, for water, have I sprinkled the 
creeper of Love. 

Now that the creeper has spread well: its fruit 
shall be Joy itself. 

The milk-churn have I twirled with deep emotion, 

and butter have I gleaned. Let who will have 
the leavings. 

I was born for Devotion’s sake but the sight of the 
world made my heart captive, 

Mira is Thy maid-servant, O Lord Giridhar. Save 
me now, O Lord. 
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XXV 


I will turn an ascetic, O Beloved. 

In whatsoever guise my Master takes delight, that 
guise will I put on. 

Modesty and contentment will I place in my heart; 
to concord I will hold on. 

And I will meditate on Him who is called Niranjan. 

With the knowledge of my Teacher, I will dye 
my bodily garments and the signet ring will 
I wear in my mind. 

With love and devotion will I sing the praises of 
Hari—to His feet will I cling. 

Of this body I will make an instrument, and with 
my tongue repeat Thy name. 

Mira says: *0 Lord Giridhar Nagar, with the saints 
will I keep company,* 
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XXVI 

I have fallen in love with Lord Hari, I shall brook 
no restraint now. 

In Raidas have I found a teacher. He has given 
me the draught of knowledge. 

I am smitten with the name of Hari, an arrow 
rankles in my bosom. 

Jewels and pearls shall I wear no more. Long aeo 
did I refuse these. 

My ornaments are this two-stringed rosary and the 
mark of the sandal paste. 

The prestige of my royal house have I set at naught 
and I have wandered with the saints. 

Daily do I go to the temple of Lord Hari and 
dance to the clapping of the palms. 

I have found my destiny in the company of the 
saints and in the pathway of my Beloved. 

I care not for the conventional life of an elderly 
daughter-in-law and my veil have I discarded. 

The great Teacher is my refuge. To him I bow, 
lying down on the floor. 

O Lord of Mira, Giridhar Nagar, thus am I freed 
from the bondage of birth and death. 
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XXVII 

All the four pathways are closed: how shall I go 
to meet Hari? 

Uneven is the road and slippery, and my feet can¬ 
not support themselves. 

With great care do I take each step, yet each time 
my legs totter. 

Circuitous is the path to the palace of my Beloved; 
it is so difficult to climb it. 

Far away lives my Beloved. The pathway is so 
narrow, and my mind is tossed. 

There are guardsmen at every kosy and the road 
is infested with waylayers. 

Why, O Fate! hast thou so ordained, that my 
village is situate so far away. 

The Lord of Mira is Giridhar ISFagar, so has the 
great Teacher taught. 

For ages had I been separated from my Beloved. 
He has found me out in my very home. 
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XXVIII 


Rama have I bought, O mother. 

Some say it was in secret, some say it was by 
stealth. No, I have taken Him to the beat¬ 
ing of drums. 

Some say He is black, some say He is fair. With 
eyes open, have I accepted Him. 

Some say He is light. He is heavy say some. I have 
weighed Him in the scales. 

All the ornaments of the body have I given up, 
even to the bracelet. 

Mira s Lord is Giridhar Nagar; so was it ordained 
in a previous state. 
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XXIX 

I have been granted the Name, O it is wealth and 
jewels to me. 

My true Teacher has given me a priceless thing. 
In his kindness, he has owned me. 

The accumulated treasure of life after life have I 
got by losing everything of this world. 

It cannot be consumed; no thief can steal it; day 
by day it grows in volume. 

The true Teacher is the rower of the boat of Truth, 
which takes one across the ocean of this world. 

Mira joyfully sings the praises of her Lord, Giridhar 
Nagar. 
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XXX 

Ever since my eyes have had sight of the darling of 
Nanda, O mother. 

This world and the world beyond have lost their 
interest for me. 

On his head the peacock crown glistens like moon¬ 
light. 

the saffron mark on his forehead enraptures 
the dwellers of these worlds. 

His cheeks shine with the refulgence of his ear¬ 
rings. 

Curved are his eyebrows: and there is a mark on 
his forehead. 

In his eyes there is a spell, which makes the khanjan 
bird and the black bee, the fishes and the 
young deer, ail forget themselves. 

Shapely is his nose and his neck has three lines on 

* 

It. 

In the guise of the mimic actor he looks so beauti¬ 
ful. 

Red like bimba fruit are his lips; his eyes are red 
like the dawn, and his laughter is so sweet 
and soft. 

His pomegranate teeth shine like the lightning. 

Small trinkets make a belt for his waist and jingle 
musically- 

To each single limb of Giridhar, Mira offers herself 
as a sacrifice. 
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XXXI 


In the presence of Raghunandan will I dance. 

Him will I please dancing, dancing; and lovers will 
I put to test. 

Love and affection shall make the trinkets of my 

feet, and Remembrance shall be my dancing 
robe. 

The world’s regard and family dignity, I will all 
discard. 

And I will go and sleep on the bed of the Beloved. 
Mira shall dye herself in the colour of Hari. 


47 



XXXII 

Now have I come to Thee as a shelter: grant me 
refuge, O Thou, Lord of Mercy! 

The sinful Ajamil Thou didst save, and so didst 
Thou the low-caste Sadana. 

Thou didst save the sinking Elephant-lord: by Thy 
grace did the Ganika ascend the heavenly 
chariot. 

Many were the sinners Thou didst save: the saints 
and good men recount their names. 

Kubja and the humble Bhilni Thou didst also save 
—the whole world knows it. 

How shall I mention them all? Even the Vedas 
and Puranas are wearied of enumerating them. 

Mira says: T have come under Thy protection.’ 
O Lord, listen to her petition with both Thy 
ears. 


48 



Raise Thou Thy eyelids O benignant Lord: so long 
have I stood in Thy presence. 

My guardians have become mine enemies: every¬ 
one regards me bitterly. 

None is my saviour save Thee. My boat is being 
tossed about in mid-ocean. 

I find no rest in the day, in the night no sleep: 
and thus I wither and waste away. 

Separation has flung its dart into my bosom; I 
cannot forget it even for a moment. 

Thou didst save Ahalya who lay in the forest, being 
turned into stone. 

How shall Mira speak of her burden which is a 
hundred and one times five-seers? 

In Raidas have I found the perfect Teacher, so was 
it writ from the very beginning. 

When the true Teacher did come and offer his 
guidance, then was my light mingled in the 
great Light. 
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XXXIV 


O with whom shall I join in this festival of colours, 
when my Beloved has departed leaving me 
alone. 

Gems and pearls have I all discarded. Round my 
shoulders have I wrapped the yellow garb. 

I like not this home and all its feastings; for my 
Dear One I am mad. 

O why hast Thou kept me so far apart! 

If Thou hast joined Thyself in love with another 
one, O why didst Thou love me first at all? 

Many are the days that have passed: Thou hast not 
returned even to this day. I am so restless! 

Who has detained Thee O friend? 

Without Shyam, my heart droops even as the 
creeper droops without water. 

O Lord, show Thyself to Mira. She is Thine life 
after life. Without a sight of Thee she lives 
in gloom. 
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XXXV 


The mad clouds have come; from Hari they have 
brought me no news. 

Frogs, peacocks and papihus all are crying; the 
cuckoo too sends out a note. 

It is pitch dark: the lightning gleams and terrifies 
the desolate one so. 


The gentle breeze is moaning airs and then the 
rain pours down in heavy torrents. 

The black serpent hisses with the anguish of separa¬ 
tion. 


To Mira Hari has grown so dear! 

♦ 




I have heard the news of Hari’s approach. 

I look out for Him, O friend, standing on the top 
of my palace. 

Frogs, peacocks and papihas all are crying and 
sweetly sings the cuckoo. 

The rain is pouring down in torrents on all sides 
and lightning is flashing playfully in the sky. 

The earth is decking herself in ever-changing hues 
to meet the Lord of Rain. 

Giridhar, O Mira’s Lord, hasten Thou to her. 



XXXVII 


Tears have flowed down my eyes at the sight of the 
clouds, O Shyam, tears have flowed down my 
eyes. 

Black and yellow the clouds gathered and poured 
down heavily. 

There is water wherever I go. All the earth has 
turned green. 

She, whose dear one lives apart, stands out and 
drenches herself in the rain. 

Mira’s Lord, Giridhar Nagar, let Thy love be true. 



XXXVIII 


Leave my path free, capture not mine arms. 

I am another’s wife: depend not on me, O Gopal! 

Or if Thou clasp my arms, capture Thou not my 
soul, by joining Thine eyes to mine. 

In the narrow pathways of Brindaban, do naught 
that is improper. 

O Lord of Mira, Giridhar Nagar, take Thou not 
away Thy feet from my heart even though 
I toss them aside. 
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XXXIX 

Where hast Thou gone away, O Lord, having 
kindled love in me? 

Faith, my comrade, has deserted me, after having 
lighted the wick of love. 

In the sea of separation it has left me, having 
launched me on the sea of love. 

Mira says: 'Lord, when wilt Thou meet me? 
Without Thee I cannot live.’ 


SS 



Thou art the Dispeller of men^s afflictions, O ffari. 

The modesty of Draupadi Thou didst preserve by 
extending her garments. 

Thou incarnated Thyself as Nrisingh for the sake 
of Thy devotee. 

Thou didst take no rest till Thou hadst killed the 
demon Hiranyakasyapu. 

The Elephant-lord didst Thou also save, taking 
him out of water. 

Mira is Thy slave O Lord Giridhar. 
is sorrow there is also pain. 


Where there 



XLI 


As soon as I went to bed, did I my eyelids close 
and that very moment appeared to me my 
Dear One in a dream. 

And in trying to stand up to offer Him welcome, 
I awoke, and could not find my Beloved, how¬ 
ever I searched for Him. 

O friend, there are those, who lose their dear ones 
because they sleep: here am I who have lost 
my Beloved because of my waking. 

How shall I narrate to you, my friend, what 
happened to me in the dream? Hari beckon¬ 
ed to me in the dream. 

Mira says: ‘Know it for truth—through Devotion 
is the fruit of Deliverance to be had.* 
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XLII 


Ah! my mind utters the name of Rama, again and 
again. 

Recount Rama’s name, O being, it destroyeth sins 
innumerable. 

Records of Karma, life after life, are torn away 
just because of one’s utterance of the Name. 

In the golden bowl is filled the nectar—who shall 
hesitate to drink it? 

Mira says: ^Eternal is the Lord Hari, deliver unto 
Him thy body and soul.’ 
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XLIII 


Naughty are Shyam’s ways with me. 

With others He joineth in play; to me He openech 
not even His mouth. 

To my lane He doth not come: but moveth freely 
in the courtyards of another. 

He doth not touch even my fingers; but the arms 
of others He twisteth in play. 

The fringe of my garment He toucheth not; but 
openeth another*s veil, 

O dark-tinted Lord of Mira, how full of naughty 
pranks art Thou! 
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XLIV 


O dwell in mine eyes. Thou darling of Nanda! 

Enchanting is Thy figure and dusky Thy com¬ 
plexion and big Thine eyes. 

And so beautiful seemeth the flute on Thine lips, 
sweet as nectar! On Thy bosom is the 
vai]ayanti wreath. 

There is a belt of little bells round Thy waist, and 
the trinkets of Thy feet send out sweet music. 

Thou art the Giver of Joy to the saints, O Lord 
of Mira, and the tender Protector of Thy 
devotees. 
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XLV 


O Rana, this notoriety is sweet to me. 

Let who will, blame me: let who will, praise me: 
my own way shall I go. 

The true Teacher is to be met in the narrow lane: 
why then shall I wander elsewhere? 

Evil people have seen me conversing with the true 
Teacher: 

Let the evil ones be thrown into the Fire. Giridhar 
Nagar is the Lord of Mira. 
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XLVI 


O Rana, ugly are the ways of your country. 

In your land, devotion there is none and men are 
all stupid. 

I have discarded all fine garments and have clotted 
my hair. 

Pearls and jewels, all have I given up, even the 
bangles have I cast away. 

Fruits, candy and sugar all have I given up. 

Like the vahant soldier in battle, I have never 
cared for my body. 

The Lord of Mira is Giridhar Nagar. I have 
found blessing to my heart’s content. 
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XLVII 


O Rana, I go to the house of Giridhar. 

Giridhar is my true lover, I am enamoured of His 
beauty. 

I will go as soon as it is Night and return when it 
is Daybreak. 

I will play with fiim day and night, so that He be 
pleased. 

I Will please Him in whatever way He may be 
pleased. 

I will put on only such dress as He likes me to 
put on. 

Between Him and me there is old-standing love. 
Without Him I cannot live even for a moment. 

I will sit down when He makes me sit, and will 
be sold away, if He sells me. 

Mira offers herself again and again to Lord 
Giridhar. 


63 



XL VIII 


O Rana, you poisoned me, I know. 

But I have escaped and have become like gold that 
passing through fire emerges as bullion. 

All worldly shame and the pride of my family I 
have thrown away like water. 

I am a mad woman, I care not. If you like, draw 
a veil over your own house. 

The arrow hath struck my heart, and piercing deep 
is drenched in blood. 

Of my mind and body I make an offering to all the 
saints: to the lotus feet of my Lord I cling. 

The Lord of Mira hath given her refuge, knowing 
her to be His maid-servant. 
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XLIX 


O mother, Gopal has wedded me in a dream. 

I was bathed in sacred waters and given garments 
of various hues to wear. My hands and feet 
were dyed red. 

The marriage party consisted of fifty crores of 
men. The bride-groom was the Lord Him¬ 
self, 

Mira has found a husband in Giridhar: this is 
because of her good deeds in a previous birth. 

He has wedded me in a dream. I have won the 
eternal affection of Hari. 
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O life is unbearable to me without Hari. 

My mother-in-law quarrels with me; my sister- 
in-law irritates me; the Rana is cross with me. 

He keeps watch and ward on me and confines me 
in a lock-up. 

How can I abandon my love for Hari—love that 
I have brought over from a past life! 

Giridhar Nagar is the Lord of Mira: for none else 
can she have any liking. 
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NOTES 


In the songs of Mirabai, the names Giridhar, GiridKar 
Nagar, Gopal, Govinda, Shyam and Kunjbihari variously 
recur. All these are epithets of the Lord Krishna, whom 
Mirabai adored. The name Giridhar alludes to Krishna's 
lifting of the Mount Govardhana. Nagar means town-bred 
and would be the equivalent of *cviltured'. Gopal and 
Govinda refer to Krishna as the Divine Cowherd, and Shyam 
to His dark complexion. Kunjbihari, meaning literally 
'pleasure-seeker in the bowers’ hints towards the amours of 
the Lord with Radha, the Milkmaid. Krishna has also been 
called as the darling of Nanda and Yashumati. Nanda, the 
cowherd was the foster-father of Krishna and to his care the 
child was committed when Kamsa wanted to destroy it. 
Yasumati was his wife. The name of Rama has been 
mentioned in the songs indiscriminately with that of 
Krishna. The name Raghunandan also occurs, which is an 
epithet of Rama for he belonged to the race of Raghu. 
Mirabai mentions also the names Hari, and Niranjan; the 
former is one of the names of Vishnu, the latter, properly 

speaking an epithet of Shiva, is also meant for Krishna or 
simply for God. 

IV 

Prahhfi, son of the demon Hiranyakasyapu, was a great 
devotee of Vishnu. The father resented such an attitude in 
his son, and subjected him to many cruelties, but Prahlad, by 
t e favour of Vishnu was unscathed, and preached the omni¬ 
presence of Vishnu with greater earnestness. In a fit of exas¬ 
peration, Hiranyakasyapu struck a pillar of his hall, asking if 
the omnipresent Vishnu was hidden there. From out of the 
p> ar emerged Vishnu in His form of Nrisinha, half-man and 
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half-lion and tore Hiranyakasyapu to pieces. Thus Prahlad, 
the devotee, was saved. 

Indra, the lord of gods, also known as the god of rain. 

Dhrutua is the polar star, but in mythology he is personi¬ 
fied as the son of King Uttanapada. The king had two wives, 
Suruchi and Suniti, mothers, respectively of Uttama and 
Dhruwa. Suruchi was the favourite of her husband and 
so was his son. One day, while Dhruwa was sitting in his 
father^s lap, he was dragged from there by his step-mother 
Suruchi. Suniti consoled her sobbing child and taught him 
that fortune was attainable through the pleasure of Vishnu. 
At these words the boy left the paternal roof, retired to the 
woods, and performed rigorous penance to please Vishnu. 
Vishnu appeared to the boy and raised him to the position of 
the Pole-star. 

goph, milkmaids, companions of Krishna’s childhood days. 

Kaliya was the name of a tremendously large serpent, who 
dwelt at the bottom of the river Jamuna. He was van¬ 
quished by Krishna, when the latter was a mere boy. 

wife of Gaiitam. This was Ahalya. According to the 
Kamayana she was the first woman created by Brahma, who 
gave her to the sage Gautam. She was seduced by Indra, 
who assumed the form of her husband and thus deceived 
her. Gautam, when he knew of her seduction cursed her so 
that she was turned into stone and became invisible. The 
curse was expiated when this piece of stone was touched by 
the feet of Rama. Ahalya assumed her former state and 
was reconciled to her husband. 

Govardhana, a celebrated mount in the vicinity of 
Vrindaban, said to have been lifted by Lord Krishna on his 
little finger. 

XI 

chakora, a bird of the partridge family. 

XII 

shravan and bhadon, two months of the Hindu calendar, 
corresponding to July and August. 
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XIII 


AkruTy a friend and uncle of Krishna. 

XIV 

vai]ayantiy the necklace of Vishnu. 

kadambay a tree yielding ball-like flowers and said to put 
forth buds at the roaring of thunder clouds. 

XVIII 


agAXy the fragrant aloe wood. 

XX 

chataky a bird supposed to live only on rain drops. 

XXVII 

ko$y a measure of distance, nearly two miles. 


XXX 

khanjan, a bird of the wag-tail species. 
bimbay the fruit of a tree, which when ripe is ruddy and 
to which lips of young women are often compared. 

XXXII 

Ajamil, mentioned in the Puranas as a sinful Brahman, 

^ho earned his salvation by uttering, at the time of his death, 

the name Narayana’, which happened also to be the name of 
his son. 


Sadana, a devotee, butcher by caste. He is said to have 
been a disciple of Ramananda. His name finds mention in 
the uhaktamaia of Priyadas. 

Elephant-lord, leader of a herd of elephants, who acc- 

caught hold of, by an alligator, 
and would have perished if Vishnu, to whom he prayed for 
nclp, had not appeared and rescued him. 

have ifJld ' Satya age, there is said to 

was xviA Parashu by name. His wife Jiwanti 

idowed and became, later, a prostitute. But she had 




a parrot trained to utter the name of Rama. Though sin¬ 
ful, she received her salvation because the name of Rama fell 
into her ears at the moment of her death. 

Kubja, the hunch-back was a maid-servant of Kamsa, 
and deeply loved Krishna. 

Bhihii, the low-caste woman of the forest who offered to 
Rama fi^its first tasted by herself, out of love for Rama. 
She also received her salvation though she did an erring act. 

XXXIII 

Kaidas, the devotee, was a chamar or cobbler by caste. 
He is said to have lived to the age of one hundred and 
twenty years. He flourished in the latter part of the 
fifteenth and the first part of the sixteenth century. He 
attained to sainthood and was also a disciple of Ramananda. 

XXXV 

papiha, a bird, same as chatak in XX above. 

XL 

Draupadi, the daughter of Drupada, king of the Pan- 
chalas. She was won by Arjuna at her swayamvara ceremony. 
When Arjuna and his brothers returned home they told their 
mother that they had, that day, made a great acquisition. 
**W^eII then, dear children, divide the acquisition among your¬ 
selves**, said the mother. As her words could not be changed 
Oraupadi became the common wife of all the five brothers. 
When Yudhisthira lost his kingdom and even himself and 
Draupadi in gambling, she was grossly insulted by Dussha- 
shana, who dragged her garments to make her appear naked 
in the open court. Draupadi in her sad plight prayed to 
Lord Krishna and her garments were mysteriously extended 
and thus her modesty was saved. 

Nrisinha and Hiranyakasyapu. See IV above, under 
Prahlad. 
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O friend, I am mad with love 
O friend, I have dyed myself 
O life is unbearable to me without Pfari. . 

O mother, Gopal has wedded me in a dream 
O Rana, I go to the house of Giridhar . . 

O Rana, this notoriety is sweet to me . . 

O Rana, ugly are the ways of your country 

O Rana, you poisoned me, I know 

O Shyam, I am afflicted with Thy Love 

O such a Dear One we should not let go away 

O with whom shall I join in this festival 

Raise Thou Thy eyelids O benignant Lord 

Rama have I bought, O mother 

Short is this life, O evil Man 

Sing thou, O heart, of the lotus feet 

Tears have flowed down my eyes 

The Lord Giridhar has taken His abode 

The mad clouds have come 

There is no one to stop me 

The whole night I cannot sleep 

Thou art blest with a human birth 

Thou art the Dispeller of men’s afflictions 

Touch thou Hari’s feet, O heart 

Where hast Thou gone away, O Lord 
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